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1 

“Hunter” 


"Over there, the one with the curls." Monica said. 


Issues in this story: 

1.Marie's lack of self worth .Marie's abuse by men and the town 

3. Marie's mistake over Hunter. 

4. Hunter's lack of the organ 

5. Hunter's tragic enswallowment of the war and his downfall. He becomes a 
monster. 

6. Mary Vanslambrouck desire to be Hunter, to possess him with all his 
strengths and deep conflicts. To create a hero with a tragic 
strength/weakness, such as the Shakespearean tragedy 

7. Rommel. Hunter is based on Rommel. I didn’t know it though, till today. 



"Over there, the one with the curls." Monica said. 

Marie looked across the crowded room. "Yes indeed." The posture was the 
same in every German officer she had ever seen. The cocked back shoulder, 
the icy probing smile, the arrogance, it was all there. "Of course." she said 
to Monica. As she threaded her way across the crowded room, she felt an 
enormous pair of blue eyes lock onto her. They were hungry eyes, the kind 
that say to a person gazing into them ' I like you. You are appealing to me. 

I desire you. I want you. I need you.' It was a common look in these 
creatures inhabiting the world of the bar, called men. This was new to this 
small town sequestered near the Ardennes Forest by this regiment, during 
the bitter cold spell of '43. What was needed in this tavern was only the 
immediate physical gratification of a girl like Marie, so it wasn't much . 

But his had a smile that seemed to say, ’I won’t harm you, because I like 
you." That was different at least. 

Fie sat with several officers about the same rank as himself. He smiled 
again when she approached, looking up from his wurst. She never trusted 
easy smilers in this place, but he had a friendly smile for a ranking officer. 
"A German beer or perhaps you would like something French Monsieur? 

"Mmm...Something French." he said eyeing her up and down to the delight 
of his companions. A few minutes later she was on his lap trading repartee, 
the center of their little party. She watched him, how he moved. His 
posture said it all. He sat back in his chair, smoking and watched what 
happened around him as she sat on his lap. This meant he had the luxury of 
not having to please. He just appraised. One of the officers said, "Hunter 
gets what he wants." and he just grinned looking up at her in his lap. She 
thought that he was one of the most powerful men she had met. 



Soon enough they were spinning around the dance floor. He was good on 
his feet. Her boss frowned at her a little from behind the bar as he washed 
glasses. It was a gesture she was quite used to but never liked. Then they 
were off to the bar where they drank hot, intoxicating gluwein. He charmed 
her with his attentiveness to her every need. She wondered he knew she was 
one step above a whore. He sat back, but his eyes were big, and they shown. 
He gentlemanly poured their steamy drinks. They chatted then, but not the 
teasing rapport as in earlier. The subject was somewhat more personal. 

They talked about the cold spell, and it turned into a discussion about how 
the weather affected their lives recently. His talk was a little candid, but it 
was refreshingly so. He told of the privations forced on him and his men out 
in the field and what relief the blizzards brought. When he talked he moved 
his head to the side and back slowly, like one reflecting in every word he 
said. He talked in an easy almost luxurious pace. It was hard to imagine 
him in the mud, rain and snow, commanding his troops to do the utmost 
destruction. He seemed as if he came from the upper class. 

A few more dances and drinks and they were off on a midnight stroll in the 
luminescent falling snow. At least it muffled the percussion of the war and 
made the landscape clean and pristine. It also meant Christmas. He walked 
her home. "Where can I see you? What is your name?" He probed her for 
comfort. It was a common plea of a soldier in a wintry war to a maiden, an 
offer of warmth, from a soldier and an unusual person. She probed him for 
other things, [need more here about there interacting along with the group of 
officers to give balance and an idea of their relationship] He left her a the 
foot of the door. A nice transaction she thought smugly and went to tell her 
neighbor, Jourdan. 



He walked down the road to where it forked - hardly visible in the drifts and 
very unlike his Komaraden, he detoured to the left and went down the lane that 
led to a small country chapel. The night was crystal pure, in air laden with heavy 
snow. It gave him a muffled feeling oddly enough of peace. He approached the 
thick olden doors. Opening them he had a glimpse in, and stood quietly. 

What is a major in the Feldjaegers doing in a church? Perhaps he had 
some sin to repent of, perhaps he felt guilty over this war? No, it was no 
stricken conscience that went into the church , although he did stop to think 
reverently when he entered. But it was not what one might think he revered 
upon. 

He startled the few people that gathered lighting candles at the sides of the 
church. He stood in the back Nave a striking sight in full uniform the high 
pointed hat and long gray woolen trench coat. Terrified, they eyed him like 
a devil. They were too afraid to even move. He didn't notice them. He had 
found what he had sought. He smiled at his sly victory, which the people 
could not interpret. When had he done this last? It had been a while, but he 
wasn't even afraid anymore, of anything,, such was his prize. He was unable 
to resist, after these long bitter months. 

He began to reverently walk down the center aisle removing his hat, a 
move that greatly calmed the fears of the parishioners. He smiled at the idea 
of the people scurrying about him like ants, dazed by the sight of him. 
Indeed as he passed them their thoughts wove a web of amazement. If he 
wasn't here to destroy them then why was he here? Could he too want 
something; something which could only be good in this place? 

But they saw that he didn't stop at the alter, but up the red carpeted stairs to 
the organ he paused looking at the keys which we gold in the reflected 
candles lights nearby. He sat down slowly, and then looking over at his 



incredulous audience he said "Sister." It was the authoritative command of 
an officer. Quickly she went to the alter and leaned over his shoulder, 
pulling a button and the swoosh of the wind filling the pipes passed though 
the group around the alter . "How did you know ?" One asked her in a 
whisper. "I don't know ," she whispered breathlessly, and as she struggled 
with her perceptions a sweet melody descended from the altar - Ave Maria. 

The small group now joined by the priest and several neighbors huddled 
together and heard the rich warm tones surround them in the majesty of the 
organ. Too long they had neglected it, for fear. Except on nights like this 
when they snow muffled the strongest of cannons, it was unplayed for more 
than four years. So all the more sweet it was to their ears. Sweet, but it was 
paradoxical. Could it be they shared the same merciful god . So 
paradoxical and bittersweet was their oppression from Germany and now 
came a man for that nether land, who fingers spoke of peace tranquillity and 
beauty on a solemn winter night? 

His skill, no, feeling was remarkable for the keys. He song to them the 
songs of their dreams, songs of their liberty, songs of hope, this ghoul 
played. And when he could remember no more, the nun gently brought him 
more music. Leaning over him like the schoolboys she tutored there , she 
offered them to him with an anxious, eager smile. She could see the gold 
highlights of his curls from the candles and when he looked down and saw 
the scores in her hands she saw a pleased smile. She couldn't help but feel 
the tender towards she always felt when she tutored young boys on the keys, 
though it made a strange mix with fear and confusion. He played on into 
the dark stormy night. He was a true master, there was no doubt. Was he 
like his music? How could his nature be discordant with his music if he 
were not? Did he care or would he level their village the next day? Could 



their enemy be human after all, even after all these terrible things [what? 
terrible things?]It was an unanswerable paradox. The sister remained lost in 
her confusion. 

But when he stopped the hat went back on, and so did the officer. He stood 
up in his full height, which scared them. A kind of shock passed through 
the group at the second transformation of this man. But he was infused with 
vitality. Was he like a bloodsucker feasting over his kill or had the music 
reached his heart? How could one play like that without a heart.? 

He stood tall back from the organ and stretching his hands like the master 
that he most certainly was, the group swiftly judging and re-judging his 
every slightest move. He descended the stairs, he paused a second, his face 
coming within inches of the priest's, but without ever looking directly into 
his eyes. He left them triumphantly, left them standing there with open 
mouths. 

It occurred to him without even thinking about it, that they were simple 
folks like those in his native Berchtesgaden. Something hidden from him 
longed for them. Yet they were worlds apart from him. He was completely 
in the world of the war and even on a night like this he was still a soldier and 
still sentenced to a soldier’s ways and to a soldier's life. He knew nothing 
of the world outside of the war, the news or the regimes. His was a simple 
life of battles and fierce contests, against his foes, against nature, and though 
he didn’t know it, against himself. This life he led consumed him, until he 
could know or want no other. 

The very next day he would fight a bitter battle along the valley walls, 
leading a hundred men to a desperate fight, but he would not know that until 
later. As he left to go to his rack he drank deeply from a flask of schnapps 
and reminisced, almost losing himself in the dark snow and memories. 



He had been a happy fat tow-headed only child of an aristocratic family in 
Bayern. He showed early talent for music and by the time he was twelve, 
played in the church regularly by the time he was thirteen he began to study 
with a master and by sixteen he began to realize dreams of composing the 
songs that ran constantly through his head. However that was long before 
the war. As these dreams went through his head, his country was reshaping 
him. He volunteered for the officer corps and by the time he was twenty- 
one he was a muscular well built man of six foot three. Suddenly his world 
changed dramatically. He went from a chubby cherubic altar boy to a 
commanding man of over six-foot five. Not enough can be said about the 
impact of this physical change. He began to receive plenty of attention - not 
for what he did. Music the one thing he knew so completely began to fade 
from his life. He received plenty of attention from women, but it was not 
just them. The men wanted him in their group - to lead. It all went lushly to 
his head in those early days as a junior officer. Soon he gained confidence 
in this new area. He pursued it with the same single-mindedness he had 
learned while studying the organ. He learned the ways of a tactician and a 
leader. He had the manners of an officer and the strength of a commander. 

But it was the war that sealed the change in him, though he didn't realize 
this about himself. As the war broke out he fought across the continent in 
one continual bloody wash of battle. He was know for speedy tactics, and 
proficient at mortar attacks which could destroy entire villages. 

The monster, the music master, the blonde boy from Berchtesgaden. 

Sweeping across Europe, he had played in cathedrals along the sides of the 
battles. His men joked that he fiddled while Rome burned. But it was only 
lightly joked, for they admired their leader. There was a side to him that 



they didn't understand. They had taken villages and he had played on. He 
could do as he wanted. He was above the rest. And sometimes they 
watched in studied wonder, a funny sight of German soldiers in pews 
listening to their commanding officer play. He had been reprimanded once. 
He had played at Notre Dame very illicitly. Of course that did not stop him. 
Yet as he had slaughtered hundreds; as the blood flowed across Europe; he 
had played. On a furlough he had once played in that great organ at 
Salzburg, the home of Mozart. He had played the delicate keys like a 
madman and killed like one sane. It had been a year. Those "easy " times 
were long ago. They struggled like one against a turning tide. In the long 
black desperate fight he forgot he could ever play, or even that there was 
such a thing as music. There was only incessant struggle and bloodshed. 
The war became a vast strategic game of morbid proportions. Always 
struggling to get them before they got you. Always struggling against 
exhaustion and lack of any sort of comfort whatsoever. There was no end to 
death and privation, which haunted the continent like a huge shadow over 
Europe. There was no end to the fear, to the pitting against one another. It 
was unendurable to all but the men like Hunter who endured the impossible, 
who went on like unstoppable machines, incessantly, and without cause 
other than it was the one thing they knew, that they did, that they lived. But 
now the deep winter blanketed Hunter and he began to think again. 

[Here his masculine assertive side is shown to a few people in the town] 
During the spell of blizzards both sides dug in small towns and remained 
there for the 

duration. The winter of ‘43 was a bad one. Neither side accomplished 
much. Occasionally squads could patrol out farther than usual. When they 



did they often came back with more information. They reported in to their 
commanding Officer Hunter. One of their reports was that some French 
troops were massed about the valley walls. He gathered his officers together 
and they made plans to dislodge their enemy from a positions above them. 

He also learned that the enemy was being supplied with information from 
somewhere in the little town. He was determined to find out who was 
sneaking past the perimeter, trudging upslope in the forest, to deliver 
accurate intelligence. One night Hunter and all of his officers were in the 
pub, most of the town folk huddled around on the other side there as one of 
the few places to get warm food and drink, he made an unusual request. 

“Seargeant Maxim. Bring Monsieur Le Mot to me now.” Le Mot was one 
of the men suspected of breaching the perimeter, for he was caught with 
wood obviously from the forest. 

He was brought in front of Hunter and his men as they lounged around a 
table near a giant fireplace. Hunter resumed a passive, judicial pose. His 
head inclined a little back. His legs stretched and crossed in front of him. 
His fellow officers assumed this position as the accused was brought in. 
Hunter questions were calm, but there was a something underneath them that 
was hard to describe. There was a darkness in him despite his fair hair and 
golden skin. The other officers collectively watched their colleague. Marie 
watched from the fringes. She had just come in from the bitter cold. Le 
Mot was a older man, quiet, and nervous. He was the town’s librarian. His 
profession gave him the esteem he lacked. For he was the custodian of fine 
pieces hundreds of years old. He was familiar with many a scholar that 
came across the continent to see his fine collection . [Randall] He had a 
puffed up face, with folds of grayish skin that covered his features, and 
disguised his fright. His head and chest looked huge compared to his narrow 



waste. He was at least twice Hunters age, but it was Hunter the one who 
was master here, even without the third[?] German Army behind him. It had 
something more to do with the experiences he had across Europe. Hunter 
had seen more things than this man could dream about. And yet the man 
possessed a scholarly elitist attitude. Hunter’s eyes narrowed. ’’Monsieur 
Le Mot doing outside of the perimeter today?” 

“Herr Hunter, I did not go out of the town today.” Le Mot had a high 
womanish voice and there was an edge of something about it, that it was 
condescending to him even in his fright.” 

“Maxim, who is this man?” He said in German. 

“I think he was the warden to the town’s jail, or perhaps the sheriff.” 

“M. Le Mot, what did you do before all this?” 

“Before what, sir?” Le Mot asked again in that high nasal voice, as if he 
didn’t understand. 

Maxim could see the change coming over his boss. His words were calm, 
evenly spaced, almost even comforting. But Maxim knew the edge of 
malevolence working in him before it even came out. 

The man hesitated, then giving up said “I am.. I was the Librarian.” 

“And how is it that you have fresh cuttings from the forest.” 

“Sir, I must hunt for something to eat. We must have firewood.” This was 
indeed true. And the assemblage wondered at what Hunter would do to so 
reasonable excuse to trespass the boundary. The soldiers often pitied the 
poor town folk. They could not read his thoughts, though. He was thinking 
that there was something fishy about this town, and he couldn’t quit grasp 
exactly what it was. What he did know was that too often the strategy 
changed of his opponents in the stalemate in the snow, it changed to his 
flank. He was determined to do fill the holes of his defense. Lor that was his 



job, his life and he was bound to do it. However, he let no one know these 
thoughts. 

“You very well know your ration and you had better stick to it. As well a 
firewood is concerned you know what the source is!” Yes, everyone in that 
room knew what the source of firewood was. It was the former government 
office and library. The Germans and the town folk were steadily 
demolishing it, as they both struggled with the cold. It was a heartbreak to 
the town folk, for it was a symbol of their pride and heritage. It was several 
hundred years old, and with a fine library that was now completely 
desecrated into ash. More important it was a symbol of the freedom they 
once had. It was steadily crumbling away. 

“M. Le Mot. I want to know how you have acquired. 

[something in Le Mot’s answer infuriates Hunter] 

Hunter stood up deliberately slow. “I want to know how you got that. 

He spoke close to Le Mots face, who then stepped back in horror. “Perhaps 
you would enjoy enough food and warmth in the prison!” he said rising. Le 
Mot shuddered in fear. Not a breath in the room was inhaled as he 
approached the little man. He towered over him. “We’ll find out what this 
librarian was up to, while he’s our guest.” 

Marie felt a surge of triumph and justice in her chest. How she hated 
Le Mot! He was never polite to anyone, but he could be so rude to the 
bastard girl, wanting books in the library. Now he picked on the weak, the 
fatherless. Now Marie felt vindicated. 

[Later they conduct a house to house search based on a hunch of Hunters. 
Also I am exposing him to the townsfolk, with more opportunity to view his 
divided nature. Hero/Villain?] 





The truth is that there are connecting caves all throughout this area of 
France. One of the caves connects to the ancient Library, a secret 
passageway during the times of the raids of the Mongols. Another 
passageway went underneath the former mayor’s chalet, where one could 
here the officer’s plan their moves. The entire town knew about it these 
caves. Only a few dare to use them. Only a few dared even think about it. It 
was a secret that they held collectively and they feared its release such that 
the entire town was in a perpetual state of suspense about their secret. Then 
the army headquartered there would know of their collaboration. Jourdan. 
The other is the ancient and weak Le Mot who really did go out to collect 
the dangerous firewood. 

{in Deutsche bitte} Sergeant Dorum grabbed the old man by the arm, and 
Corporal Grunwald the other and they followed Hunter out into the snow. 

Big flakes were falling. The group around the old man was hard to see 
from the tavern. Marie and Monica secretly peered out from the kitchen 
window, while they boiled water for hot drinks. They glanced at each other 
in fear. They both knew the old man well as anyone else in the little valley 
town. 

Hunter leaned over into his face, interrogating him. The soldiers at his side 
stripped off his jacket. They could see Le Mot began to shake with his 
inadequate clothing. 

“I know you were up there today, on the valley walls talking to the French. 
So there’s no use in lying to me. What did you tell them, and how did you 
get past the perimeter!” 

Le Mot saw the ice in the officer’s face. His piercing eyes, and his 
guttural German voice inches from his face. He told all that he knew, 



except, of course about the Library. Luckily for him, he appeared like a fool 
that didn’t know much. Hunter eased up and ordered him to the jail. 

He went calmly back into the bar. He paused, as the door shut the storm 
out from behind him. Everyone was looking at him, or maybe to him. He 
stood there in front of this audience of sorts, of French sympathizers and 
German soldiers, and began to remove his gloves slowly, looking up a time 
or two as he did so. His head was a little to the side like one considering 
things. He considered while the world of the pub awaited his words, with 
held breaths. 

Finally he spoke quietly. “Anyone caught outside the perimeter will be 
shot.” He then left the ‘stage’ and headed quietly towards the fireplace. 

The eyes of his friends were on him in a cheering way. They were a touch 
drunk with the hot gluwein. He rejoined them and they began to regale each 
other with stories of the encounters in the war. He quickly forgot the cold 
side of the business of the war. The warmth of the place rewarmed his heart, 
especially since he saw Marie, and held her in his lap as he drank, played 
cards and laughed and howled at the incredible stories they told. It seemed 
such an escape, that he was a little delirious. 

She was grateful that he was drunk, for he would not see the terror she had 
in her eyes of him. For she knew how the old man got his firewood from the 
forest. Someone she knew had a way through the woods. And they all 
could be linked by to herself. 

She sat with him until she could endure their bloody, drunken stories no 
more. She tried to get up, when she thought he was not listening. 

“Where are you going my love?” he asked, his head back to look up to her. 
His eyes met hers. She noticed something in his the way he phrased this 



looking up to her. Perhaps it was a touch of vulnerability. Such a contrast to 
earlier events. 

“To get a drink” 

“Will you come back to me, Cheri?” he said calmly, almost thoughtfully. 
Perhaps the drink was talking through him. 

“Of course,” she said wanting to leave. 

He grabbed her hand just as she turned to go. ’’Lets go.” He said decidedly 
and took her hand waving off to his officers. He helped her on with her 
coat. And she watched him put his on, studying his every move, absorbing 
who he was by the tiniest movements, as he put on his fine long woolen gray 
coat and donned his uniform hat. The hat brought back some of the horror 
she felt. She shuddered involuntarily. He looked at her, and somehow 
knowingly he winked to her to ease her fears. And it worked. When they 
were out in the luminescent night, he took off his hat completely, and they 
strode man and woman down the lane a few paces from the pub. 

They had arrived at a pleasant hotel nearby. He sensed her hesitancy to go 
through the lobby and so they found the back door. They went down a plush 
passageway. She could hear other Germans talking in the other rooms. He 
came to his door and unlocked it. Opening it before her he presented a 
pleasant room. It was a comfortable room. He was an officer. She had 
never been with an officer before. He started a fire. She sat quietly in a 
pleasant chair by the fire. She began to feel a pleasant tingle of something 
more than just the wine. Here they were not enemies, just a man and a 
woman. But also the fact that they were indeed enemies, and her enemy 
leaning before her to stoke the fire, poker in hand, was handsome 
charismatic, and powerfully silent, was somewhat of a new pleasure, of 
intermingling with the enemy. A new passion, a passion that was a part of 



the fright when he interrogated Jean Le Mot. But, she knew then as he 
stoked the fire, and kindled something in her, that she was worthy of him, 
though mortal foes. 

He continually gazed into the fire, without making a move or even talking 
to her. He was gazed into the flames on her. Finally she came to the other 
side of the fireplace and began to stroke his golden waves. He looked over 
to her. She didn’t look French. She looked German. She reminded him 
closely of his younger sister. He hadn’t heard from her in almost a year. He 
could not bear to think about her, such was his worry. 

His eyes seemed to be deep and tired. He smiled to her. He continued to 
stoke the flames. They talked about that man Le Mot. Marie had hated him 
steadily since he first screamed at her when she was a little girl, dancing in 
the aisles, while her mother looked at books on Goethe. Later, she realized 
that he knew from whence she came. Her emotions on this were real, and 
she felt real, for once, not pretending. And with this feeling of realness she 
began to let her guard down. She had to admit that she rather enjoyed seeing 
Le Mot put him down. In fact, she felt a new sense of liking for him, or 
admiration. She too was German. Part. 

“You really put that Le Mot in his place. My entire life I could not stand 
him!” 

She did not mention that her great aunt was interested in him. 

He seemed to shrug off that this was an ordinary thing. “It is something I 
must do all the time. When I come in to a new town, I must find out who the 
leaders are, and then, well I must settle them down a little and let them know 
who’s now in charge.” He said it so casually, like it was a chore such as 
sweeping the floors. And yet for Mary it was the closest thing she had seen 
to real power, to be able to do and say as one really felt, to get from other, by 



force, if necessary, what one needed (she couldn’t have been more wrong). 
She liked that he could walk around with his head arrogant and high. These 
were things she desired in a man. What she did not know is that she really 
desired these things for herself. But that they must be obtained in someone 
else, a man, or so it seemed. She thought ‘Woman cannot be strong like 
that,’ or so it seemed every one believed this. The ‘nice’ girls she had grown 
up with had beaux and fiance’s before this war. What did she have? 

Nothing. 

[They are roused from their slumber by a soldier and Marie must leave 
Hunter at 430 in the morning. She comes back and wakes up her great aunt 
Tolbert who is anxious about Le Mot’s capture and pleads with Marie to 
save him through Hunter. She has disdain for her aunt and it shows, she 
says things like Le Mot was stupid to get that firewood. Aunty replies back 
“Well, I have something for you missy. Where did you think I got my wood 
from?” Marie is dumbfounded, but refuses still] 

The next day was pristine. Though it was cold, it was sunny and pretty. 
Marie smiled to her mother when she came down for her coffee. There was 
a suspicious look on her mother’s face, without vocalizing she said ‘Where 
were you last night?’ But when she saw the sun and the light in her 
daughter’s eyes, she allowed herself a false sense of happiness. For she 
knew better. And when the rapport of cannons began to sound deeply in the 
valleys, she was not surprised as was Marie. She had been seasoned to two 
wars now. War was fought better when it was warmer. But as they ate and 
began to hear the fierce battle begin, she began to worry. She knew that they 
would not be shelled for they were the ransom of the battalion as well as 
their shield. That was not at all her worry. The worry was where her 



daughter had been. But more than that the fierce battle began to rage in the 
first spec of light, she began to see the might of the battalion in its full effect. 
She had neighbors, kids she used to scold for playing in the streets 
somewhere out there. Marie had classmates on the slopes. She had heard 
that their regiment was somewhere around those parts, through the highly 
illicit grapevine, which had its’ sources beyond the perimeter. 

Marie fell into a stone-like silence as the battle raged. [More] 

Later, as the sun began to set, and the battle began to subside, Jourdan 
came back from his mission beyond the perimeter. But instead of going to 
his house first, Marie and her mother watched in horror as he approached 
their snow-laden gate. What he was to tell them, one could hardly bear. 
Before he could knock they ushered him in. He did not have to say much. 
“The third regiment was hit pretty hard last night and into the morning in 
the valley walls. I am not sure any of them made it out at all.” There was a 
prolonged silence like the room was set in stone, no living creature that 
could feel dwelled there, and then they sobbed. 

He began to leave, for he too had friends on the slopes. This was not a 
burden they carried alone. He opened the door he said gently to Marie, who 
could barely raise her head in her grief. “But there’s something you can do 
about it, can’t you...” and he left them to their tears. 

[This is where Hunter conducts his house to house hunt for a radio or some 
kind of passageway 

Hunter’s Commanding Officer was called in to General... headquarters, 
some ten miles behind the front. Naturally he brought his chief security 
officer with him for the debriefing, Hunter. 



In a converted museum, around a large table a few officers briefed the Gen 

on the, counter-intelligence and logistics, of the line in B. Of all the 

variables the weather was often the most important, for the Allies had 
control of Greenland and they always could tell up to sometimes a week 
what the weather might do, by observing the arctic lows forming over the 
Bay of Baffin, and their intensities. The Navy perfected the art of weather 
and warfare in those desperate winter months. The allies controlled the 
northern seas. They always had better weather data, and because of that they 
were always a jump ahead. Indeed, the allies had already set up an attack in 
the Vosges, while the first heavy snows fell. However, there was something 
more to it, than simple weather. The allies knew exactly where to penetrate 
a line in the mountains. It was for this reason that the General wanted to talk 
with him. The third regiment held a line in the mountains. When it came to 
Colonel Wilhem, he started in without preamble. “What is going on in the 
Vosges, Anton?” 

The colonel gave a brief technical report, [research] and then cut to the 
basics. “Despite overwhelming equipment disparities, they were able to stall 
the forward movement again of the 81st Battalion to the F.... Valley. He 
pointed to a huge map hung over a huge iron statue that could not have been 
moved out of the war zone in time [need German word]. They [find a good 
nickname for the allies, like Jerries for German] We will have to wait again 
for the weather to clear before proceeding to b. 

“There are perhaps some communications leaks, General. We believe the 
Allied army to be too weak and low on supplies despite to hold such a firm 
grip in our lines in the mountains, while we are comfortable and safe in the 
valleys below.” He discussed some strategies 





He doesn’t know and is getting desperate to find out. Hunter thought. 

Then the General called on Hunter. There was movement around the table. 
It seems the general took an interest in the young Major. 

“And Major Hunter, what do you think of this situation.” 

“Sir, once or twice we have caught people from the village outside the 
perimeter. I suspect that someone is bugging our briefings, and getting out 
word to the allies in the mountains. We have searched the entire village and 
have found nothing to transmit information, nor is there a way out of the 
village. It is secure. The only conclusion I have is that there must be some 
way of communication, perhaps by a wire, for the allies are 20 kilometers 
away, in the sslslls valley. Anything short of that, and we have a traitor in 
our midst. 

“ I have sent out ‘static’ information, and have found to work occasionally. 
But not good enough to be an effective facade. Someone is observing us 
closely. 

There was a desperation in this race to avoid the penetration of the valleys 
below, which could act like a pipe and channel the allies all the way into 
Paris. 

“I would like to request the Wehrmacht’s special dog patrol division to find 
out what is going on down there. Perhaps we can find out some things” 

He met Marie again several days after the battle of the valley walls. She 
noticed he was worn and completely exhausted. He sat quietly by the fire in 
her parent's home. Luckily they had gone to a neighbor's deserted house. 

She tried not to think of the men she might know, fighting up on the valley 
walls, and concentrate. 



He didn't seem too interested in her. He sat by the fire and talked about 
soldier stuff she didn't understand because of the language barrier. All she 
could think of was the young men that he was killing off there, and how he 
killed off the hope inside of her and how she despised him for it. It was a 
struggle to contain her contempt and her horror. 

[more notes here on their conversation need actual dialogue] 

"I'd be out there tonight but for the storm..." he said and got up. "I have an 
idea. I want to go for a walk." 

"But it's snowing madly outside." She protested. 

"I know." he said with a grin. He looked suddenly irresistable, even as a 
murderer. "Please Marie, come." She reluctantly went for their coats. She 
wished she could like him. Imagine that she could make a man like him ask, 
this could go elsewhere. No, in ordinary times it would have been him who 
would show contempt, for her low status and obvious community disregard 
for her. No, he would spit on her. But, now he needed her. Now she was 
everything to him, or perhaps the only thing. Desperate times sometimes 
allowed for desperate opportunities, and perhaps a chance at something. 

And why not? Her head was clouded. So many had died. 

He led the way in the storm. He wasn't tired anymore. He held onto her 
strongly keeping her from slipping on the ice. He was happy about 
something. She struggled to remember that he would sooner throw her on 
the street in normal times. She struggled to recall the faces of the boys she 
knew in the third regiment. So she grew sullen in the cold as he walked her 
carefully in the white village. She felt cold and used. She felt like the name 
they called her, they, the simpletons. They didn't know why and they 
couldn't know that this was the only important thing she could do. 



Their walk lead to the chapel. "No! Don't go in there!" This has gone too 
far! 

"Please come Marie!" he begged, his head was uncovered and he bowed a 
little. 

Despite this she said, "No I will not!" and she left to walk home in the 
blizzard alone. But she heard the music, as she walked away. She slowly 
entered the chapel. No one was there but Hunter and the organ. The huge 
pipes filled the entire chapel with wondrous vibrations of music. She 
recognized Bach’s Toccata and Fugue in G minor. It was a dark, 
passionate, emotional piece. It was incredible hard to play. She watched 
him master several keyboards, many different buttons, as well as a foot 
keyboard. Every part of him struggled to play the baroque piece, straight 
from memory. It was darkly emotional, eternally tragic, and beautifully 
mournful. It contained the emotions she felt, monstrous horror of the war, 
the eternal pounding of cannons, regular as a heart beat, the sorrow and 
remorse of the struggle of men to dominate and to win, but to loose 
ultimately in the end. She wondered , in her sorrow at the madness of seeing 
him play, if he was indeed insane. He played .... But the magic flowed from 
his hands, and the magic of the music touched her aching heart and she 
began to weep soundlessly and deeply. When he saw her he came down to 
her flushed like an Olympic athlete and embraced her on the red carpeted 
stairs. 

Then he held her tightly on the altar. Caressing her brown hair he said 
simply "I only know of peace here." She looked at him sharply, and looked 
over his shoulder to Mary gazing serenely down to her on the floor. Even 
she seemed at peace, which confused her soul. Her soul began to be infused 
with contempt for all of this. She said in her mind up to her ‘What could he 



know of peace!’ No one remembered peace anymore. "Let's go." she said 
and he saw her gaze to the virgin and took her hand. 

She began to see him often, mostly in the tavern where it was safe for him. 
Beatrice frowned. The most awful of rumors began to spread about her. 

She saw their nasty stares when she walked from the officer's lodgings over 
the Cafe' Lycee.' 

She had one friend at the tavern she could confide in, Monica.* Could add 
more here 

She became acquainted with the other officers, [full descriptions since I'm 

going to kill them off] There was B.a tall dark haired officer who 

made Marie nervous. He was a competitor with Hunter, but somehow 

subordinated himself anyway. There was.and. Maxim 

was the one she felt most comfortable with. He was older, perhaps in his 
forties, and was not arrogant like the others, for he was a sergeant. He had a 
family and lines of experience on his face. She found him quiet and 
watchful, but, amazingly he was like one who watches for the good in 
others. So when you find them chuckling slightly when you drop your purse 
because you are tipsy, because you are not at ease with these brutes; you 
don’t become angry with him because there is no malice in his humor toward 
you only a vague understanding of you. All this despite his bloody 
profession! Maxim and the major were tight. Maxim always seemed to be 
at his side. 

Maxim found his commanding officer a paradox in the friendship they had. 
But there was a point when the major was not a friend but a senior officer, 
and a commander and a soldier. 

Hunter could switch roles on you quickly. Maxim could remember the siege 
of B.how they struggled on the long campaign without end, and then 







they had snuck off together and found a vineyard, where they feasted on 
sour grapes and lazily lay in the sun all day. 

[This short story addresses more issues than I first intended, so it must be 
longer and have more a plot, such as a side plot with another character that 
links to Marie, and has an experience similar to hers - or perhaps an 
experience with him and another character} 

[for next paragraph, use actual dialogue to convey the meaning I have 
written here instead of a description, this will be hard because I will have to 
learn about this tavern a little and the kinds of things real men talk about 
especially during war, or stress, and about the details of everything there 
Best thing to do is to be open to the environment of men around me. For 
instance, my boss, as mean and crazy as he can be at times, has a wonderful 
sense of humor, and he comes off as real strong - in character. Should watch 
some movies on this subject. Also Tristan in James Herriot's books is 
described well as a handsome mischievous boy I like that. 

These were hard days for her. She had to pretend to be Vichy and it gave 
her a headache to say some of the things she had to say about the war. They 
often played cards, when they weren't in the field and when they did they 
only spoke German, which she had to struggle to follow, giving her a 
headache. They smoked and drank heavily, and the music was always loud.. 
Sometimes the officers said things about her as if she couldn't understand 
them, about the war, about the killing, about the very destruction of her 
friends! Flow she despised them. He ignored her, often in long talks with 
them. It was obvious that they didn't look up to her, but they adored him. 

He was smooth and seemingly elegant in their presence, unlike the simple 
sweetness he showed as he held her in her bed. It was a peculiar relief to 



bring him back alone and sneak him into the cottage in back of her parents' 
house. 


But he was not the man she dreamed of bringing home. The man she 
wanted would be a good man, whom every one would like and who would 
protect her against them. Who would not see her as a half-German 
fatherless girl from an Unknown Soldier in the first war. Her "father" had 
married her mother out of pity and the entire town knew it. She had dreams 
about her ideal man, the man to save her from this place. 

What about Hunter? What did he want from this simple peasant girl. His 
thoughts on her were basic of need. He tiredly and carelessly needed her. 
She knew that, and needed his need, though she didn't know she needed it 
too. 

It struck Marie that in another time and place he might have been... no! In 
another time and place he wouldn't have given her a second glance. And it 
was true. But need seemed to be an exploitable link to an alternate life. It 
had possibilities, only in peacetime. 

He spoke from experience, now, after more than four years of battle, how, 
at first he loathed it the endless death. "He had a habit of sitting around the 
table with the officers [need names and descriptions] . He would lean back 
and listen to them talk of the day's deathly business, the tally sheet du jour. 
One day though, he spoke, she struggled to understand his Bavarian 
German, how he had battled with an American major. She liked Americans, 
and it set her heart against him like other things about him. 



“I was leading a patrol in the forest outside of..It was cold but not 

bitter cold and the sky was a dense white clouds, a sure sign of a blizzard. I 
needed to rendezvous with Richard Muller's troops along the valley wall. 

As the day progressed I became more anxious for becoming lost in the 
insuing storm and running into enemy patrol. Heinrich's boots had holes, 
which caused him great pain, so I sent him back to the town camp with 
Johann. So we were two short. But the looks on the faces improved when I 
sent the boy back. Maxim was constantly at my side, advising me about the 
weather and the latest intelligence on enemy troops. We worked hand and 
hand like partners and I was grateful for the older mans experience on the 
Russian frontier. Still I felt anxious. There was something in the air that felt 
like a blizzard was approaching. 

Suddenly the wind veered and the temperature fell allowing snow to fall in 
furious sheets. Max and I were abruptly cut off from the soldiers patrolling 
ahead. We remained fixed in out position, waiting for the others to turn 
back. But that was when someone on point tripped a mine. Despite the 
heavy snow, we found ourselves in a firefight. The enemy apparently knew 
exactly were they were, though we could not see them. Rather than sit and 
wait they ran out of the gorge and in the blinding white we dashed. 

Somehow we penetrated the line along the slope and came up behind the 
enemy, which I knew were American by their tactics alone. They were 
easier to find because they could be seen and heard. Their presence was 
unexpected, for they had not guarded their rear in the blinding storm. They 
took out a few, enough to free their patrols in the gorge, which then doubled 
back and set a counterattack. But as we fought they disappeared from the 
battle into the forest, trying to catch the retreat of several men, which they 
had actually seen. One of them was an officer. 




They fought a deadly game of stealth and cat and mouse in the dense forest 
patch. They played with concentration of a chess game, always silently 
watching the moves of the opponent, never showing emotion like of a poker 
player, never showing one's strategy, and always on the move and lookout. 
They moved in tandem, like a pack of hunting wolves, loosing an awareness 
of the cold and hunger, and immersing themselves in the next move. 

The forest ended in farm fields. It was rather like a giant square patch of 
trees. This was the one advantage Hunter had over the four Americans. He 
told Maxfeld of his plan. They circled around the outside of the patch. It 
was more shrubbed and the drifts over the plants provided an obstacle in 
which they could run and not be seen. Quickly they outflanked them and 
came around them from another side. He saw them clawing they way 
through the deep drifts in the woods. They opened fire and took out three, 
but the officer got away heading back down to his troops near the gorge. 
Again they ran around and tried to outflank him. But the American seemed 
to know this and waited in the forest quietly. Hunter said "What’s he 
waiting for to freeze! Let’s make a move." They drew their ammunition as 
they tried to penetrate the forest about him. Soon they were low in 
ammunition. They were in a desperate stalemate. The American had a clip 
left. Hunter decided to rendezvous back with his troops. So they were 
retreating down the hill when gunfire burst upon them from their right side 
and they both fell down a small hill slightly injured. Either someone was 
approaching or the American had somehow outflanked them. A terror came 
over him. He usually knew who else could be in the vicinity and he had 
thought that the forest patch was their own private little battle. The thought 
of even a one more addition to the patch terrified him. It would throw the 
odds off in the Americans favor. He matched them move for move in the 



patch, and now they were low on ammo. He was a brilliant player. And 
Hunter knew they were sunk if there was another in the woods. But as they 
waited with their bellies in the snow they recognized the rapport of the 
single rifle. It was him! But how had he so quickly out maneuvered them? 

"It’s a cave" Maxfeld whispered after a few minutes of furious silence, in 
which Hunter furiously sought to piece this new tactic. 

"What? How do you know? 

"He has outflanked us using a cave, the countryside is loaded with them. I 
remembered them from two years ago." Maxim said as he looked over the 
sights into the forest. Hunter patted him on the shoulder. Once again he felt 
grateful warmth for Maxim. Now he knew what to do. 

"Let's retreat back to his former position, now that we are on the inside of 
the forest, we can play his game too." About two hundred meters back they 
found the entrance. There was a ragged passageway, and a blood trail. 
People had been here before. They turned on their flashlight and saw that 
they were in a huge vaulted cavern, with earie seeping stalagmites and 
massive pillars of stone. The cave was noisy with an underground stream. 
But disheartenly there was no time to enjoy the beauty of this earie find. 
Quietly they found an exit other than the blood trail. Cautiously they came 
out into the blinding white world. As they struggled with their eyes he was 
waiting for them. He shot Maxfeld in the arm and dashed back inside. 

Hunter tended to Maxfeld, he was okay for the time, but now they needed 
to get back quicker than ever. Now more desperately he re-entered the cave 
and came to the blood trail. But the American had expected that. Hunter's 
eyes had to adjust again to the dark. 

They stumbled in the dark not daring to turn their flashlights on for more 
than a second or two. He came to the vaulted room where the American 



briefly lit his light. He was getting tired and wanted to get out. Hunter 
sympathized with him. There was nothing more terrifying than knowing 
your enemy was in the dark and sought to kill you. 

Hunter heard him stumble and fall down a stone slope. He then turned his 
flashlight with desperate daring and pointed his pistol at the prone soldier 
and pulled the trigger. It was then that he heard the ominous click of an 
empty barrel. The American heard it and Hunter saw the look of surprise on 
his face. Hunter furiously grabbed to get his knife as he went flying across 
the cave. The American had lost his light in his fall. He was shooting at the 
noise approaching him, blindly. Hunter jumped upon from a ledge above 
found his light, and attacked the officer. He tossed his light in the struggle 
and it fell at an angle, illuminating the eerie primordial features of the cave. 
Despite the cold and the terror Hunter could smell the sweet smell of sweat 
pouring of the man as they tumbled over each other. Hunter remembered 
some wrestling moves and had him pinned down, chest on the freezing stone 
floor. Now with the advantage he had, he considered this man to be his 
equal, and he did not want to kill him. He could be good source of 
information, true. But more than that, he intensely desired to stop killing. 

“I do not vant to kill you! Be still!” he screamed in long lost English. 

But the Major was powerful and lean and slipped out of his grip and 
twisting onto his back. “Please, be still!!” he held the knife over the Major’s 
chest. “Please, do not move!” He could now see the Major’s blue eyes. 
These eyes, like his, but they looked out of terror and defiance. The eyes 
began to take over and get release. He pleaded, “Don’t make me do this! 
Tell me about your wife.” And for an instant the Major looked surprised 
And relented on his defiance. But he had fought long and hard too. And he 
didn’t believe in people any more either. He arched his back almost 



throwing Hunter off. He was gaining the advantage! He was unarmed, but 
not Hunter. 

He would soon force him to use what he did not want to.. “Stop! Please!” 
but he would not! Hunter stabbed him in the chest. 

Everyone at the table agreed that the cave was quite an adventure, and 
ordered another round of drinks and someone else told a story and then they 
began to play cards. Hunter went to the window with his drink. The 
American officer had dropped on his knees in his tragic weakness to 
Hunter’s feet like one beseeching. Hunter caught him as he sunk slowly to 
the rock cave floor. Their eyes met. He seemed to be about his same age 
and same rank. A great wariness overcame him. He had struck down an 
admirable opponent, and a worthy man, with his own hands. It’s not 
everyday that the war became so close and personal, that he had to use hand 
to hand combat. The enemies could be shot at from a distance. Bombed at a 
distance. He knelt down and whispered "Sorry. I didn’t want to do this." 

The man in his grasp said "It’s okay" and died a few minutes later, 
peacefully in Hunter’s arms. 

Marie went to the tavern after a few days absence. The Germans had not 
been there. But they came back that night. They sat around smoking, more 
subdued than usual. Maxfeld was wounded in the arm and was drinking 
heavy shots of schnapps, and telling amusing stories in his slightly drunken 
state. Then Hunter began to tell a tale. They listened quietly as he told how 
they had eluded one another in the white forest for hours, pitting cunning 
against strength, intelligence against risk. It seemed to matter little more 
than a game to them, thought Marie, who liked Americans. And she was 
horrified when he told them of how he'd finally found the major, in a cave 



and how they'd struggled in the dark until Hunter finally got a knife into 
him. [If I'm going to use this hear a brutal part, I need a soft part next for 
balance.] She had not admired the brilliant tactics of combat that they spoke 
of that evening, of how the American had alluded them and how he had 
outflanked them. She grimaced at the story and thought of them as 
murdering bastards. 

She went through his pocket as he slept as peacefully as a child. There was 
little there to tell her anything about him. Only the necessities of war. A 
knife, a compass, and maps. There was nothing there to tell her what he was 
like. There weren’t any family pictures. Was he married? Did he have a 
sweetheart at home. Where was his home? Does one like him, have such a 
thing as a home? It didn’t seem to fit him. He was a mystery to her. She 
passed the maps under the door. After a few minutes of frantic reading and 
copying by her mother and by Jourdan, they were passed back under the 
door. Hunter never knew anything. He slept like a baby, innocent. 

A few days later, the officers began to have intensive meetings in the hotel, 
in a private room. Only a few people knew about this, and it was reported to 
the proper channels to the outside. Perhaps they were planning an offensive. 
The right people must know about this. 

Later in the tavern they crowded in hungry. Hunter came in through the 
same door he had used before, and he paused in a way that caught the entire 
attention of the tavern. When he had everyone’s attention, he ordered 
Sergeant Dorum to bring in a snow-covered wreck of a person. Marie 
noticed with a deep shock that it was Jourdan. He looked unrecognizable as 
the indifferent, man that she knew. He was a shrunken icy wreck. 



[He questions Jourdan, executes him, then they begin an intensive house to 
house search for a tunnel then the weather cleared a little, and an very 
bloody offensive was launched] 

The Argument 

[what story needs is some genuine interaction between Marie and Hunter, 
thus the argument] 

He went into the room leaving her out in the hallway until she followed in. 
He was already unbuttoning 

with his back to her. She looked around at the room and found a chair. His 
chin pointed in the air as 

He removed his collar, the light sparkled on his chest hair. He left without 
word to the shower and shaved. 

He came back and lay on the middle of the bed. 

“Something bothered you.” 

“No.” 

“Do you want me to leave?” 

“Its up to you. If you want to go, then go.” 

“Just tell me what’s wrong.” 

“Nothing is wrong.” 

“I don’t feel that way.” 

He looked up from his bed. “Okay.” 

Walking out would be the best thing to do now, she thought. But, now she 
couldn’t, she felt hooked. 

“You don’t really follow the cause, do you.” 

Her head swam in the penetrating truth... but another loyalty could spring 
from this deadly unity? 



“Of course, I do.” Maybe I do? 

“No you don’t. I saw you by the tavern. I saw the look in your eyes.” 
“What look?” 

“Maxim, I am too tired to talk. Take Ms. M.back home.” 

“Wait, Hunter.” 

“You heard me, Maxim.” His enormous eyes connected with the 
sergeants. 

“Hunter, don’t do this!” 

He rolled over. “I am too tired to argue..” 

“I don’t want to argue either.” 

“Fine.” He said, his eyes closed. “Go Maxim.” 

Maxim said something quickly in German. Marie knew he was cautioning 

Hunter. Once again, she 

Didn’t hate him for his treachery towards her. 

“Hunter, darling.” 

He pulled away at her touch. 

“If you hate us, I can understand.. I just hate lies. I’ve lived with lies 
for four years now. 

If you go now, I promise I will not bother you. Just don’t lie to me 
anymore.” 

“I’m not lying to you. Look I’m just as tired of the war as you..” 
“You’re using me.” 

“No! Look there’s something you should know about me.” 

“What.” 

“My father’s German.” 

His eyes opened, but he looked straight ahead. “So.” 

“I’ve never told anyone that.” 




“Are you ashamed?” 

“No. But my father never married my mother.” 

“He was a soldier in the first war?” 

“How did you know?” 

“Four years of bloody experience.” 

“Well, now I’ve told you.” She sighed. 

“Okay. 

+ I am really bored here. Would you mind if I just slapped the B. also, I 

am really ticked at 

not being able to swear in the open, you’re always cutting me off there. 

= Sorry, but we might loose Marie if you slap her. 

+ no, watch this! 

“You lying b. 

“aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa” 

“is that all you can say. You don’t even impress me.. So you say you father 
was German..” 

“you hurt me!’ 

“You need to be hurt more often!” 

“Go away you whore. Back to the streets where you belong!” 

Marie runs to the door. Tears blinding her.. 

You’re showing her WAY too much sympathy. 

=how else do I narrate this bit. I have to tell everyone what Marie’s doing! 
+Wait, let me handle things! Tell them I grab her from her waste. 

Hunter jumps off the bed and grabs her by the waste 
=now what? 

+wait I am deciding whether to be nice to her or not 





=Hunter, you know the ending! So... 

+no, Guess what, I don’t know the ending! 

=No! you know it... You’re a character inside my head for heaven's sake 
+Thaf s the beauty of the multiple personality disorder, they can’t know each 
other.. 

no, I am just kidding here. Actually Mary, I do not know the ending. 

=But I told you the ending. 

+computer programmer! I erased it okay. Else, how can I help you write 
this godforsaken 
story!!! 

=Thank you Hunter! 

+Your welcome, I told you I wouldn’t leave you alone! 

=Ha! 

+Anyway, well I better be somewhat nice to her since I need some nookie. 
=you, you, man you! 

+Ha! Now close your eyes and don’t look! 

=night hunter, 

+night mommy! 

+That sounded more like Daniel Montana, so rebellious. I think. 

=1 think you’re right. Hunter is too cold, too weary for me. I am red Hot! 


Later that night he fell asleep in her arms mumbling, "Marie. I need you." 
he'd said. He had no idea how many times a woman can hear those words 
before, from many a soldier before they have absolutely no effect upon her? 



“Do you hate me?” he asked falling into a lull that didn’t require an answer. 
She felt some fear in this question. How could he not become suspicious of 
her after what happened with Jourdan and the search in the town for the 
traitors and for the tunnels. So she told him something she had never told 
another. “My father was a German soldier in the first war. He came hear.” 

He relaxed. In her arms he felt safe to fall away into the mothers cradle of 
sleep, where one didn't have to struggle for every second to live! Where one 
did not have to consciously strive on and on, but to where one could let go 
into the deep dark peace of sleep, careless abandon, and oblivion. He felt so 
exhausted and drained. He rubbed his eyes with his arms. He desperately 
thought of a way to break this bitter stalemate and end all this suffering. He 
thought of the American Major in the cave, as he felt himself drifting off to 
sleep. Marie lying beside him watched his deep in exhausted thought. The 
room began to slip from under him, when he had a quick dream. In the 
image that appeared before him he saw the cave with roots like a potato 
growing from it all over the countryside. Instantaneously he perceived 
something crucial even in his dream, and he awoke up with the words on his 
lips slipping from his tongue from that realm of sleep “Cavern”. He had 
found a strategic plan that day and he would definitly exploit it. She 
watched him drift off in her arms. She left him there and went to her 
German dictionary on her table. She looked up the word, and she knew she 
had her target. 

The next day was to have a decidedly different outcome. The strategy was 
to take the tunnel in the library come up behind the ridge where the enemy 
hid in a dense forest. 



But here a full battalion waited for Hunter's men. He knew from the first 
rapport from the cave that he had been betrayed somehow. He immediately 
ordered retreat into the village. No re-enforcement's arrived and they were 
slaughtered one by one as they fled down the mountain. A storm came and 
blinded their escape, which was no hindrance to the French troops who 
maniacally seemed to know there way in their homeland. [Describe this like 
in the writers handbook one by one each of these sensations in a full separate 
description, which can get somewhat poetic because it should evoke strong 
emotion: How would tell this from Hunter's point of view of horror, How 
would you tell this with plenty of emotion for Hunter? Need to kill off some 
of the officers at the bar with him, need to show his anguished emotion at 
their loss and then his numbing retreat into the storm, numbing for him but 
we feel terror because you realize he is beyond hope, which is an emotion 
we do not ordinarily experience- so it's rather supernatural, which goes with 
the description of Hunter as somewhat monstrous.] 

Maddening they came mercilessly down the side. In horror he could here 
the officer's commands in French to the sides of him. He struggled down the 
deep drifts. In desperation he heard rapport to his side and he saw Maxim 
fall in a long slow-motion tumble down the side of the mountain. He felt a 
pricing pounding sensations in his side, which threw him off balance and he 
tumbled down the slope. But he kept on going leaving crimson trail in the 
virgin white The snow came down in as a white sheet, he broke desperately 
for the road. His tom body began to bind in the frozen serene night. He lost 
them in the blizzard. He came desperately into the muffled town. It looked 
blanketed and asleep, even serene despite the battle. But it was no refuge to 



him now or ever. It belonged to another time and place, perhaps only to 
those days of endless practice at the keys, [reword this] 

[*This is definitely one of the climaxes when] 

He discovered that it is too late to be comforted by this town or any town. 
And that he must face that the war has swallowed him, it has devoured him, 
that he has somehow committed an offense against natural laws or 
something like that by being in this monstrous war, and now he will perish, 
he will be the lost child. He only chose to serve his country but he really 
only served the foul monster - war. And now war will claim his just dues. 
You are lost, even though you once dreamt such dreams, that you once felt 
such tenderness. You became this soldier by this war, and now it has its 
claim on you. The bowels of the earth will swallow you now. It doesn't 
matter, Father War demands his just dues! 

It is hard to look into the mind of a doomed man, he must have seen this! 
He must have known his fate! And yet he desperately kept on going. He 
came to the fork in the road barely visible in the approaching darkness. Far 
off he saw the warm glow of the windows of the church, like a captain 
seeing the lighthouse that warned of the rocks, offering the sailor of hope of 
land nearby, but also the rocks. This was the hope the one hope he still had. 
He opened the door. 

The entire village was there. Perhaps they were afraid of the battle. He 
saw that they were patiently praying on their knees, huddled together in 
mass. He wondered deliriously if they could they say a prayer for him too? 

He walked slowly down the center of the aisle. The room swayed like a 
ship at sea. 

But he kept his eyes dangerously straight ahead. 



They turned in terror when they heard his tread, yet nobody moved. 
Strangely disembodied like a creature of the night almost mad with 
weakness, they saw him. 

Somehow he knew Marie was there in the swirling sea of faces - the 
comforting one or the betrayer, he didn't know, but onward he went. 

She saw him twisted and battered - like she’d never seen him before. She 
stood in horror of him; and in horror of her own guilt. She experienced a 
terror of him finding her guilty heart, yet he walked on by her, like a ghost to 
her presence, and ghoulish, so tattered and torn. She saw where he walked 
and why. Illusive questions began to answer themselves and she became 
terrified at the sharp shock they brought, that his nature had eluded her so. 

A stab of the most disheartening pity and sadness hit her to see him struggle 
so. He walked in a crazy swoon, away from her down the aisle. 

He reached the red stairs where he ascended with a last triumphant 
energy. He breezily sat and composed himself with the most serious 
earnestness and begins to play as never before. 

As he played he thought: how can one describe in words the majesty of 
the organ with mere words? How can one describe the triumph of it, the 
triumph he felt as he played. It celebrates man's dignity to master, surely the 
most difficult instrument in the world, and he was its master. The true voice 
of man, creator and master sings out, closer to God than one can imagine, 
like the angels in heaven. It fills the entire church, vibrates every particle, 
radiant, pure and deep of passion, dark but wonderfully deep. 

He played to greatness to all he could and would have been. His heart 
began to warm. He felt elation pouring through every cell. Surely he played 
as he felt the room began to warm his heart, his mind and then his body, 
unloosening the frozen binds of his torn body and as the room began to 



gradually dim and quieted he played until such a sleep over came him, such 
a peace of the night, as he disappeared quietly into it, the oblivion. 

Marie was the first to run to the altar. The organ keys were scarlet. He lay 
his head in arms like a student too sleepy to go on, and dozed peacefully in 
relief. He was gone. Somehow she did not feel good about this. How could 
this be? This was her enemy, the very man who slaughtered her people. 

Yet, she did not feel avenged. Instead a sharp defeat began to gnaw at her 
insides as she stood over him and saw the curls catching the light of the 
candles, like a boys hair on a summer day. Is it possible that there had been 
a man under the monster? No, he was a monster and a murderer. She 
said to herself a battle waged inside her, yet she was loosing. It struck her 
now she was a murderer. She had killed him, this sweet music. He was her 
tormenting enemy. He could have loved her! A woman's trashy past, he 
was beyond care in those times. He had wanted to love simply and only. 
What horrors in her were there that would kill that? There was no devotion 
to a cause that could answer this. A voice came to her as she fingered his 
blonde curls as he lay, if only sleeping, "The only thing I know of peace is 
here." 

-Story needs darkening of his character as well as enlivening it up. The 
organ should remain somewhat in the background, until his denouement 
-This is a dark story illustrating his dark sensuality. This is the main focus 
of the story so I need to envision myself into seeing things from his side a 
little more. Marie's side has become the focus of the story, interesting as it 
is; it is not why I wrote this , it is not the complete reason. It is actually a 
foil to bring out Hunter's dark monstrous sensuality. So is the plot. 

-Takes place in the Ardennes Forest. 



-An autobiographical note. I'm very resourceful. Came across a great 
critical source the writer's handbook. I resolve to use it- and its numerous 
volumes, for every story as a learning tool. I only need to know what it 
takes to write the story at hand or be prepared for the next one emotionally. 

I will read it for every story. What I learned today is that a woman had a 
very emotional experience and harnessed it for her story. This is of course 
the very essence of why I write. I cannot express my emotions. I have very 
powerful ones especially regarding sex instinct and drive. She demonstrated 
teaching emotion as a part of learning to write by lessons in which I will use 
to incorporate into the story (She also said you can have the reader in your 
hand if you can manipulate them) I think I also learned to take one emotion 
at a time and not try to do two things at once: get you to fall in love with him 
and feel his powerful dark attraction as a bad guy. 

I. 1954 ed. p43 Cora Jarrett 

la. A sympathetic description " [had to cut it out] * 

-Dark sensuality: He murders without remorse, actually enjoys it when it 
is an intellectual pursuit, now after more than four years of battle, at first he 
loathed it. "He had a habit of sitting around the table with the officers [need 
names and descriptions] and smoking a huge cigar. He would lean back and 
listen to them talk of the day's deathly business, with glazed eyes and 
gruesome sense of humor. One day though, he spoke, she struggled to 
understand his German, how he had killed an American major. How they 
had eluded one another in the white forest for hours, pitting cunning against 
strength, intelligence against risk. It seemed to matter little more than a 
game to Marie, who liked Americans. And she was horrified when he told 
them of how he'd finally found the major, perched to attack him with a knife, 
and how they'd struggled in the freezing snow until Hunter finally got a 
knife into him.* 

lb. An unsympathetic description: {This would mainly be from Marie's foil 
viewpoint. But I want his dark sensuality to come out under the good side, 
even though he is the bad guy. But then, I never did like the good guys!} 

"It said it all in the posture. It said everything. He sat back in his chair and 
watched what happened around him. This meant he had the luxury of not 
having to please. He just appraised. It said unbridled arrogance."* 

-need more gestures, such as in Anne Rice's novel. 



-I am teaching myself to write as I go. If there's one thing that I’ve learned 
in my English classes, it is that for maximum effect, one must concentrate 
and have focus. I feel that the one movement of the emotion I'm trying to 
suggest is not specific enough. For instance, I talk about Hunter's 
monstrosity. [[In rethinking it, it is important that he be a tragic figure while 
also being a dark figure. In my research (as I now call my preparations of 
writing) I came across Christopher Lee's character, which I saw as a child of 
seven.(more on this later!!!!) His figure was tragic while being strong bad 
even evil. We humans don't love evil, but we are attracted to the demonic 
determination, say of Dart Vader, perhaps we understand it more than we do 
understand do-goodies, or a man fighting for his territory. I however don't 
pretend to understand it. I want to go for it, though. ]] I got away from what 
I had to say, which was that his dark side is important. Shall he be a dark 
Christopher Lee then? No. He actually is closer to the Drunken Sailor (my 
popular creation in the seaport of Bremerhaven) What I'm saying I need to 
refer to his specific kind of darkness- he’s been swallowed by the war, and 
his own persona. I guess I will figure out what I'm trying to say by using the 
above methods of describing emotion. 

-How to describe Hunters evil through dialogue. His evil is he is swallowed 
up by the war and exists no where else. A junior officer - Ilse in the group 
asks, what will we be like after the war, what if we get mad at the postman, 
will we just blow him away? Hunter's answer shows he is doomed, cannot 
survive in another environment (except Marie's house). His story of the day 
captures his everyday absorption in the war/ 

"We thought we lost Hunter today..."said Ilse, a dark haired (based on my 
ex) officer from Wurzburg. He was always joking around, but that question 
had occurred to every mind at that table at one time or another. 

Hunter leaned back, feeling the group's attention on him. He drank a sip of 
schnapps and began to tell his story. 

"After Maxim* got hit, I got knocked out of the jeep. I went into the forest 
for cover, when it started to snow a little, and soon enough I was lost. The 
hollow sound of the wind moved through the trees like an entity. He paused 
in the deep drifts to pull his compass and gather his bearing, when he heard 
the familiar whoosh of a bullet. He knew a patrol was out on there hiding in 
the snow, on the ridge above him. He struggled down the slope to get out of 
the vicinity, while the familiar whoosh went around him. An hour passed 
when he realized that he was still being stalked. There were several of them, 
he could tell by the rapport, which came from several slightly different 
locations, undetectable to the average listener, but like a message to a battle 



hardened soldier. It was then he fell into a hole about five feet deep. He 
realized that there were some caverns in the area. He found that he could 
crawl around in them, and came up behind several of the patrol. He peeked 
out from the darkness and hearing them around him he waited until he had 
three within range. Then he got them, as their backs were turned. 

He came to the front of the cave again, where he found that he was again at 
their flanks since they were going uphill to the shots. He smiled a little in 
his easy triumph, and killed, he thought the remaining. He was going to go 
out of the cave, but he waited. He heard something inside the ground, when 
he realized there must have been one more that hadn't shot, since he only 
had counted about six shots. He thought that whoever it was either had 
fallen into the system like himself, or was a quick observer, and guessed 
what must have occurred to have been outflanked by only one person. He 
guessed this one was the officer. And he felt a surprise fear, of a worthy 
opponent. He struggled to listen to where in the caverns it came from. But 
his adversary was better than that. He waited watching the outside from a 
different hole, but he hadn't heard anything. He resolved to wait until 
sundown, and make it back to the village before it became too dark. When 
he thought he would freeze he heard a sound off to his side. There was an 
American major, with a dagger. They struggled for Hunter's pistol, climbing 
out of the cave and rolling into the snow down hill. Hunter found a small 
log and knocked the American out. He shot him and went down the hill to 
base, [rewrite using some advise for action-writing] 

"So Hunter knows something we all should." said one of them, and in a 
symbolic meaning he imparted that the cave should be considered at a later 
time and place. But Marie did not follow this. 

runs into a patrol, whom he kills off, except the CO, whom then stalks him] 

-The concept of using descriptions one by one to describe feelings the reader 
should feel toward something in the story is remarkable. I mean I should 
still use action, place and dialogue, but the concept seems to work for me. I 
think they have to be one by one descriptions, developed fully each. Then to 
gather an impression and feeling for the complex emotions that I want the 
reader to feel they will be used together. 

* The tragic hero-Hamlet, esp. Macbeth, Michael Corleone, their strength 
is their weakness. They are too strong-says Mark Knopfler. The Sicilian. 
Describe strength of character. Describe weakness Hunter sees Marie’s 
flaws but needs to love something. Ironically his very approach again to 
humanity is what kills him. 



-How do you describe strength? 

-How do you describe the strength that is a weakness. 

* The act of dark romance. Our attraction to what is dark, mysterious, 

evil. Why?? 

I think real evil is really mundane, or horrifying like the holocaust or 
Somalia or Dahmer. Or it can be as “subtle” as a suburban divorce. I think 
what we really admire in the bad guys is there strength, their lack of 
pretensions about what they want, their willingness to do whatever to obtain 
it - called ruthlessness. One cannot help but admire Hitler for that. 

However he was real, and caused the world to shake. But there are precious 
few in the world who worship at his thrown, like we find people worshiping 
en masse, Lestat, or Christopher Lee’s Dracula, Clint Eastwood. Each and 
every Disney cartoon has a villain in it. Most movies that are very good 
have great Villains in them, think about it. We don’t like real villains, but 
we love the best one’s on the screen. When we are children we like to play 
the bad guys because then we can do whatever we want, without all the 
manners of the good guys. We didn’t have to be nice. So it wasn’t really 
bad was it? What we really admired in the bad guys was POWER and the 
force of personality that it brings. The very first book I read was Tom 
Sawyer. I loved it. I especially liked Huck, who smoked and didn’t have to 
answer to anyone. He was a bad boy, but he was his own‘man.’ Twain 
ruined him when he made him good in Huckleberry Finn. 


[More on this later, new subject] 

-I was wondering in the video store today as I sought to find something to 
fill a void in my life : what makes a piece of entertainment satisfying? 



I came up with some theories of my own. 

1. It satisfies sexual desire. It is a sort of hunger for this. When I see Brad 
Pitt on the screen it is very satisfying sexually. I have fantasies of him. I 
capture a part of him and take him home with me. He stays in my head. He 
is a part of me. *He contributes to me. 

2. It brings hope and warmth to the human race. For instance, when I am 
down, and I watch say "Hero" which dignifies us all by inspiring all to be 
heroes, even a small time criminal, I feel better no matter how low I am. 

3. Interest in exploring human relationships. The most successful sitcoms 
all have "chemistry". I think that means exploring interactions, conflicts, 
sexual relations, powerplays. The characters are not perfect, but they're 
interesting, no, fascinating in their flaws. 

4. It transports us to a different place, whether that place is prehistoric 
England in Excalibur, or someone else's mind. We do get tired of living in 
our own lives, we want another time, another place another person 

5. It can teach us about life, or ourselves. It can teach us about human 
nature. It can contain knowledge, even wisdom. I think this aspect of 
literature has been greatly overstressed. However, each one should have a 
little of this in it. It makes it stimulating 

6. We can explore. In this age where only space is the next frontier, we can 
still explore many things; the past, the future, ourselves etc 

7. We can feel. We long for a piece of art that makes us feel strong 
emotions. We all go to see "tear-jerkers" at one point or another, women 
more than men. No matter what the feeling is we long to feel it. Sometimes 
it is terror, such as The Silence of the Lambs, or the Exorcist. Many times it 
is to laugh! Sometimes it is reminiscence like "American Graffiti" This and 
number one are strong motivators to me to write. 


8. We long for form. I think this goes back to the ancient Greeks who 
defined form in a very patterned way. This is because our lives lack form. 


Hunter Biography 



1. Research on Rommel. 

Did people think he was a hero on both sides of the war 
Did he have mixed feelings about the war 
Was he a forceful person 
Describe his personality 

Do I think he was a hero worthy of my attention* 


2. Interview Hunter: 

H 

“I am really sick of this process. You are holding me back. I am a lot 
tougher than this guy you’re writing about.. YOU don’t even know me! So 
now, do your research and figure me out.. I am getting bored out 
here in writer’s purgatory.” 

Q. 

Tell me what I am doing wrong? 

H 

It’s all wrong. 

Q. 

A typical male statement that has a lot of power behind it, but helps nothing 
H. 

I am not typical anything. 

Q. 

That’s better, now explain. 

H. 

That’s your job! You’re the writer! 

Q. 

Ha! 

H. 

I got you there, you got to admit! 



Q. 

You’re quite witty, my friend. 

H. 

Of course, what did you think I was, the strong silent type. 

Q 

I honestly didn’t know. 

H 

I am a lot of other things too you know, if you’d only listen and stop trying 
to control me! 

Q 

Sorry, Marie is so much easier to write about. 

H. 

But much more boring! And besides this is my story with MY name on it! 

Q 

Yes, I am in agreement with you. 

H. 

You cut me again! You're always trying to control me! 

Q 

Sorry dear, go on. 

H 

So you gotta cut that b.out okay, I am jealous of her. 

Q 

Really???????????? 

H 

I may be the bad guy but I’ve got feelings too! She gets more “air time” 
than I. 


Q 





You’re the bad guy? 


H 

Yes, can’t you tell? Anyway, it’s my story, like you said, with my proud 
name.. 

Q 

Dear, let me cut you, sorry... How do you know you’re the bad guy 

H 

Because you always write about the bad boys. 

Q 

How do you know that. 

H 

Because I’ve observed you.. 

Q 

How can you do that you’re just a story character? 

H(with a smile) 

Because I am you 

Q 

What! 

H 

Yes! 

Q 

Than who am I??? 

H 

That’s easy. Marie. 

Q 

That’s illogical, if you said you were me. 


H 




Ever the programmer!!!! Can’t you just trust me in this! 

Q 

We’ll talk some more on this subject later! 

H 

Always got to try to control things. Lets talk about it now! 

Q 

It might take too long 

H 

Wine! Wine! Wine! Here I am now. I ‘ve come out to help you, and you 
want to 
Cut me!! 

Q 

Okay baby, I thought about what you’ve said., should I change 
The narration of the story? 

H 

No, because Marie is the narrator just make her behave more! 

By the way, I like it when you ask for my advice!!!!!!!!!! 


Q 

Cool. I will ask some more then. But first, 

I need more information from you 

H 

But I am giving everything you need right here! 

Q 

What do you mean 

H 

You’re the writer, figure it out for yourself! 


Q 




You’re showing who you are through your words! I wanted to portray you 
from a distance, I guess. 

H 

Yes! Baby! You can’t have it all your way, if you want me to come out and 
live on my own two feet! 

Q 

Gosh you remind me of someone. 

H 

Yes, I know who 

Q 

I love him. 

H 

I could be meaner than him 

Q 

Okay. 

H 

But, I’m my own man 

okayyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyyy yyyyyyyy!!!!!!!!!!! 

Q 

But.. 

H 

Don’t even say what you’re thinking 

Q 

Hunter, I am tired of typing. 

H 

More wining! 


Q 




Can you not speak to me some other way? 


H 

Yes, be aware. I will speak to you a lot. You must pay attention. I am 
subtle. 

Q 

I shall try to keep up with you by notebook I keep in my purse! 

H 

Good now rest some. You’re going to be busy with me 

Q 

If I envision you as a ghost, it seems to help me listen to you 

H 

Yes, that’s good dear.. I like that ghost and Mrs. Muir captain Gregg guy. 

Q 

I am just a little sad hunter.. 

H 

What now! 


Q 

My story kills you off! 

H 

No! I live even better if there’s a Thelma and Louis ending! Trust me in 
this. Now get some rest 

I am not going anywhere. You may actually get sick of me.. 

Q 

Liebe dich. 

H 

Guten nacht liebchen.. Macht alias auch Deutsch, dann jeden mann kann 
nicht lesen/ 



Q 

Okay. Fertig.. Guten nacht.. Hofenlich Ich will dich gleich sehen 
H 

Nicht vergessen. Tchuss denn. 

21 October 

Q I haven’t heard from you lately 

H You’ve been too busy. You’ve shut me out. I tried several times to talk to 
you.. 

Q I’ve been thinking, characters are rather typecast in film. I should place 
characters where they belong according to their natural settings. 

H. What does that mean? 

Q It means you need some friends to talk to so, I’m going to bring some on 
board 

H. There you go again taking control 
Q. Too late to correct me! 

H. I ‘m leaving! 

Q. Where are you going? 

H. Listen, you don’t tell me what to do. 

Q. Okay, then I’ll just talk with Maxim alone. 

H I don’t want you talking to any strange men alone. 

Q Join us then 

H Meine Goette, control again! 

Q come on, its a great idea. Join our little party! 



H youre twisting my arm! 

Q Hunter, I want you to have friends. This is for your benefit. 

H When you word it that way, its much better. 

Q Not so controlling, Eh? 

H (Smiliing) You women! Can’t live with them 

Q Can’t live with out us! You’re going to like Maxim, I based him on ASJ. 
I hope you two are going to be good boys together! 

H Remember that joke about the.. 

Q Sorry to cut you, here’s Maxim 

H Control! Ah!!!!!!!!!!!! 

Q I don’t have time to always listen to every word you have to say. Plus my 
fingers are sore. 

H Mary, we’re going to have problems, then.. 

M Maxim, Abend... 

H Abend.. 

M Wie gehts? 

H Gut, und du? 

Q Aenglish, bitte schoen. Jetzt, Ich bin M, und Maxim is x 
HI told you she’s a control freak 

M I want a lot out of life and I hate to waste time. I am goal oriented. 




H You miss out on the joys of life hurrying so much. You make me feel like 
a dog on a leash! 

X talk to Maxim about it, okay. 

H See what I mean! 

X. (Pause, looks at Hunter) 

M Maxim, youre too polite. I am going to leave now so that you two can 
talk in private. Tschuss. 

X (raises eyebrows) 

H American Women! 

X Yeah, man... 

H Sometimes, she makes me so mad. She thinks I am out to cheat on her. 

X Yeah, they’re like that. 

HI am afraid that one day I might, just because she pushes me so much.. 


x 






